Returning to Realism
racy which floated like a banner above them for the dreamy
eyes of a boy. In his efforts to produce a kind of communal
poetry, using words snatched from the street, using chants in
which his audience might freely join, he was working more
consciously to retrieve that lost glory.
It was Lindsay's strong democratic sentiment which allowed
him to recognize the hard actualities of American life. He
revered not only the orthodox representatives of the native
tradition, but also the forgotten eagle, John P. Altgeld, who
had dared to reopen the Haymarket case by pardoning the
three remaining victims of that notorious affair. Lindsay was
not fully aware of the complexities of the economic pattern.
He was apt to identify the evils of our civilization with the
brute machine, and to some degree with the Republican party.
Yet he knew enough of poverty to abhor those who helped to
create it, and with an absence of rhetoric the more striking
because it was rare with him, he spilled his indignation upon
a world which crushed the idealism of youth and sapped the
manhood of the poor. He resented that they starved so dream-
lessly more than the fact of starvation. He hated their dying
like sheep more than he hated death. And in at least one short
poem he showed a fidelity to fact which turned lyricism to the
uses of irony:
Factory windows are always broken.
Somebody's always throwing bricks,
Somebody's always heaving cinders,
Playing ugly Yahoo tricks.
Factory windows are always broken,
Other windows are left alone.
No one throws through the chapel window
The ugly snarling derisive stone.
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